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THIS  BOOK  IS  DEDICATED 
TO 

THE   LITTLE   CHILDREN   OF    MOROCCO 

AND 

MAY  THEY  NEVER  KNOW  WHAT  "  CIVILISATION  " 

MEANS  AS  WE  UNDERSTAND  IT  IN  OUR 

CROWDED  ENGLISH  CITIES 

MAY  THEIR  LIVES  BE  MADE  MUCH  HAPPIER  BY 

CONTACT  WITH  THE  GOOD  PEOPLE 

OF  OUR  OWN  COUNTRY 

AND 

MAY    THE    BETTER    QUALITIES    WHICH    LIE  . 

DORMANT  IN  THEM  BE  BROUGHT  OUT  TO 

THE  BETTERMENT  OF  THEIR  RACE 
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MOORISH  POTTERY 


PREFACE 


Tangier,  sometimes  spelt  Tangiers,  must  not  be  con- 
founded with  Algiers ;  no  two  places  could  be  more 
unlike,  as  the  former  still  retains  its  old-world 
aspect,  and  brilliant  colour  among  the  dresses  of  the 
people  (except  perhaps  at  Festivals)  and  modern 
"  improvements "  are  conspicuous  by  their  absence. 
Unlike   Algeria,    it    is    almost   impossible    to    take 


IX 


photographs  or  sketches  of  the  people  in  Morocco  with- 
out resorting  to  strategy,  because  their  religion  entirely 
forbids  the  reproduction  of  the  human  form. 

Of  course  as  time  goes  on,  and  as  the  people  in  the 
coast  towns  get  used  to  the  ever  increasing  influx  of 
foreign  visitors,  this  prejudice  will  wear  off,  especially 
when  they  know  that  a  few  coppers  may  be  the  reward 
for  thus  violating  the  customs  of  their  forefathers. 

Fortunately  for  the  Editor  of  this  work,  the  shyness 
of  the  natives  still  prevails,  and  he  was  not  therefore 
under  the  obligation  of  corrupting  their  morals  by 
bribery  (except  sometimes  by  a  few  bright  beads), 
which  must,  of  necessity,  have  simply  resulted  in 
getting  stereotyped  effects. 
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CROSSING  TO  TANGIER— SOME  OF  THE  PASSENGERS 


My  deaii  Uncle, 

Have  you  ever  heard  of  brown  fairies  ?  Well,  when 
I  opened  my  eyes  this  morning  (they  say  I  was  asleep 
when  I  was  carried  ashore  last  night)  I  just  gazed  and 
gazed  and  gazed  in  wonder  at  the  strange  things  I  saw 
out  of  my  bedroom  window,  all  dressed  alike  in  sheets  ! 
They  are  more  like  yards  and  yards  of  dirty  calico, 
with  something  living  in  them  to  make  them  move  along. 

As  I  am  looking  at  what  they  say  is  the  gate  to  a 
Mosque,  which  is  Moorish  for  church,  there  are  these 


funny  things  coming  to  say  their  prayers  there.  Now  I 
know  they  are  women,  although  men  wear  long  clothes 
too,  because  some  one  has  just  told  me  that  only  men 
go  into  the  Mosques,  and  these  people  only  seemed  to 
touch  the  door  and  then  go  away  again. 

I  very  much  want  to  have  a  peep  at  their  faces, 
which  are  covered  up  ;  I  wonder  if  they  are  nice. 

There  goes  another  woman  with  a  baby,  not  so 
funnily  dressed,  with  her  face  uncovered,  and  she  and 
the  baby  are  nearly  as  white  as  I  am. 

I  hope  we  shall  have  some  adventures,  but  my 
Spanish  friend  Manuel,  who  is  to  be  our  guide,  says  that 
unless  we  go  far  into  the  country,  and  as  long  as  we 
behave  ourselves,  the  people  will  not  harm  us,  but  I  am 
very  afraid  of  those  black  nigger-men.  We  had  some 
very  ugly  ones  on  the  little  boat  coming  over  from 
Gibraltar,  and  they  lay  about  in  all  sorts  of  curious 
positions,  but  they  did  not  seem  to  me  to  get  ill. 

One  poor  Spanish  woman  was  very  ill,  but  her 
little  girl  kept  on  laughing  at  me  all  the  time. 

All  one  end  of  the  boat  was  packed  full  of  their 
luggage,  tables  and  wash-stands,  with  broken  legs,  and 
goldfinches  in  cages.  I  suppose  they  have  come  here 
to  live. 

2 


MOTHER  AND  CHILD,  WITH  BASKET 


ABOVE  TANGIER— OVERLOOKING  THE  BAY 


Later. 

We  are  staying  up  on  the  mountain  which  looks 
over  the  bay,  and  the  view  up  here  is  beautiful.  The 
eucalyptus  trees  and  the  cactus  hedges  alone  make  me 
feel  a  long  way  from  home,  although  I  know  that  just 
across  the  Straits,  only  two  hours  in  the  steamer,  is 
Gibraltar,  with  its  English  soldiers  and  policemen,  and 
that  is  only  four  days  away  from  England. 

You  would  have  laughed  to  have  seen  me  crossing 
the  river  on  a  donkey.  I  heard  one  lady  who  was  with 
us  call  out  "  Help  !  "  and  on  looking  round  I  saw  her 
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SPANISH  EMIGRANTS 


THE  BRITISH  AND  SPANISH  POST  OFFICES 


donkey  just  going  to  have  a  roll  in  the  water,  and  a 
Moorish  man  who  was  near  just  caught  hold  of  her 
in  time.  Everybody  has  to  wade  this  river  to  go  up  to 
the  town,  as  the  bridge  is  broken  down,  and  the  lazy 
Moors  won't  make  a  new  one. 

We  have  to  send  up  to  get  our  letters  from  the 
post  office,  and  each  one  who  has  a  key  can  get  them 
out  for  themselves  from  a  small  cupboard  in  the  wall 
outside. 

I  go  down  nearly  every  day  to  the  river.  It  is 
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IN  A  HURRY 


A  PRIVATE  GARDEN  ON  THE  MOUNTAIN 


such  fun  to  see  the  men  taking  off  their  slippers  and 
tucking  them  with  their  long  sort  of  dressing-gown 
dresses  under  their  arm  and  making  such  a  noise  if 
the  donkeys  splash  them.  Sometimes  whole  rows  of 
goats  and  cows  go  across  together,  and  women  and 
children,  carrying  sticks  and  charcoal  to  market, 
walking  with  their  loads  one  behind  the  other,  the 
last  one  perhaps  only  just  old  enough  to  walk 
with  his  little  bundle  of  one  stick  nearly  as  big  as 
himself. 

It  can  rain  here  ! 
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ENTERING  THE  RIVER 


Last  night  we  heard  men  and  boys  praying  for 
rain ;  it  sounded  like  chanting,  and  all  the  frogs  in 
the  garden  joined  in  the  chorus,  as  if  they,  too,  expected 
it.  I  asked  a  Moor  what  it  meant,  and  all  he  said 
was  "  Suisui,"  which  meant  "  by  and  by,"  and  to-day 
we  have  had  it ! 

The  river  is  so  swift  and  deep  that  the  people  cannot 
get  across  even  on  horses,  and  have  to  wait  for  hours 
on  the  banks  until  the  water  goes  down. 

The  last  time  it  was  like  this  one  poor  donkey 
trying  to  cross  was  washed  out  to  sea  and  drowned. 
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HEAVILY  LADEN 


The  Moors  are  very  unkind  to  their  donkeys,  and 
make  them  carry  very  heavy  loads,  and  stand  about  in 
the  mud  and  wet  all  day.  I  don't  think  they  know 
that  they  can  feel  pain ;  I  have  seen  them  hit  them 
over  their  heads  with  big  sticks  when  they  are  so 
tired  they  can  scarcely  move,  and  it  is  nothing 
unusual  to  see  one,  with  its  load  taken  off  its  back, 
left  to  die   by  the  road-side. 

They  never  seem  to  feed  them,  as  they  find  plenty 
of  rubbish  to  eat  in  the  streets.  It  is  a  good  thing, 
perhaps,  they  and  the  dogs  do  eat  it,  as  there  are  no  dust 
10 


HELPING  HIMSELF 


carts  here  ;  and  as  it  is,  one  is  always  nearly  breaking 
one's  neck  over  the  heaps,  and  sometimes  there  are 
some  old  rags  on  the  top,  which  turn  out  to  be  men 
having  an  afternoon  sleep  ;  and  you  would  be  sorry 
for  yourself  if  you  fell  over  them  ! 

The  flowers  up  here  are  lovely.  We  have  seen 
hare's-foot  ferns  growing  on  the  cork  trees,  and 
maiden-hair  ferns  under  the  rocks,  and  great  big 
white  roses  called  gumcistus  growing  wild  on  the 
hedges. 

I  do  not  like  goat's  milk  every  day ;  that  is  all  we 
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A  CONSTANT  STREAM  OF  TOILERS 


get  sometimes.  I  tried  some  sheep's  milk  the  other  day, 
which  is  worse.  I  saw  them  being  milked,  with  their 
heads  tied  together  in  two  rows. 

They  milk  the  goats  outside  the  doors  of  the  houses, 
and  then  it  is  pretty  watching  them  being  driven  up  the 
mountain ;  we  often  meet  them  going  to  their  feeding 
ground. 

Manuel  calls  me  little  Tangerine ;  but  it  is  only 
people  who  are  born  here  that  are  called  Tangerines. 
1  don't  mind,  as  I  rather  like  the  name. 

I  am  so  tired  to-day  I  can  hardly  write,  because  I 
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A  SPANISH  GOATHERD 


MANUEL,  TANGERINE  AND  GIF  BY  THE  ROCKS  OVERLOOKING 
TANGIER  AND  THE  ATLAS  MOUNTAINS 


could  not  sleep  last  night,  as  we  were  expecting  brigands. 
We  had  our  servant  with  a  loaded  gun  sleeping  on  our 
verandah  in  case  they  came. 

I  must  tell  you  about  a  little  fright  we  had  yester- 
day. Manuel,  myself,  and  our  little  dog  Gip  were  out 
for  a  walk,  and  when  we  were  resting  on  the  rocks  close 
to  where  the  brigand  Raisuli  carried  off  Mr.  Perdicaris, 
I  saw  a  little  country  girl  coming  along  and  I  wanted 
to  ask  her  where  she  was  going,  as  I  thought  it  would 
be  pretty  to  hear  her  talk   Arabic.     All  she  said  was 
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UNDER  THE  VERANDAH  OF  OUR  HOUSE  WITH  OUR  MOORISH  SERVANT 


WHERE  AKE  YOU  GOING 


"  Leave  me  alone,"  when  all  of  a  sudden  a  dangerous- 
looking  man,  who  I  afterwards  heard  had  murdered 
three  men  in  the  lliff  Mountains,  came  up  from 
behind  some  trees.  He  did  not  see  us  at  first,  but 
we  thought  he  might  have  been  angry  at  seeing  a 
Christian  speaking  to  a  little  lonely  girl,  as  I  have 
often  seen  men  in  the  town  take  a  little  girl  by 
the  shoulders  and  nearly  fling  her  down  the  street 
when  seen  talking  to  an  Englishman.  We  thought  it 
best  to  get  away  behind  the  rocks  and  hide,  and  we 
scrambled  over  the  nasty  hard  bushes,  which  hurt  my 
16 


WE  MADE  OFF  FOR  THE  ROCKS 


legs  dreadfully.  All  the  time  we  were  afraid  that  Gip 
would  tell  him  where  we  were  hiding,  as  he  growled 
once  or  twice.  We  had  not  been  there  very  long 
when  Gip  gave  a  loud  growl  and  I  clung  to  Manuel, 
as  out  from  a  wood  at  the  back  we  saw  the  man 
pointing  a  pistol  at  us  with  both  hands  !  Manuel, 
who  speaks  Arabic  very  well,  called  out  to  him,  and 
just  then  a  Moorish  friend  came  up  with  his 
long  gun,  and  we  ran  off  as  fast  as  our  legs  would 
take  us  and  left  the  two  to  settle  it  between 
them. 

c  17 


A  RIFF  MURDERER 


HELP  AT  HAND 


I  heard  a  few  shots  fired,  but  I  think  the  man  got 
away.  They  can  only  fire  one  bullet  without  reloading 
their  guns,  and  that  takes  some  time. 

As  I  was  shown,  soon  after,  one  of  the  mountain 
guard-huts  which  was  close  to  our  house,  I  was  not  so 
frightened,  because  there  are  always  two  men  sleeping 
there  every  night. 

When  we  looked  in  we  only  saw  the  stones  which 
they  use  for  pillows,  which  reminds  me  of  Jacob. 

I  think  the  men  on  guard  have  to  sing  all  night  to 
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ON  GUARD 


keep  themselves  awake  and  let  the  others  know  they 
are  there. 

Gip  looked  quite  important  when  we  told  him  to 
go  "  on  guard  "  and  have  his  photograpli  taken,  just  as 
some  women  were  coming  along  with  firewood.  Gip 
attracts  a  good  deal  of  attention  when  he  is  taken 
out  for  walks,  because  he  is  so  unlike  the  native 
dogs,  and  even  the  country  women  turn  round  and 
smile  when  he  passes. 

These  women  all  seem  to  be  carrying  something, 
very  often  a  baby,  and  sometimes  a  stick,  which  they 
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WHO  GOES  THEKE? 


beat  the  washing  with.  I  long  to  have  one  of  the 
heavy  brass  and  silver  bracelets  which  they  wear  on 
their  arms. 

They  always  seem  to  be  washing  clothes  in  the  river. 
I  don't  know  if  I  should  care  to  go  down  on  my 
knees  as  they  do  for  so  long.  The  men  always  dance 
on  the  clothes  and  sing  all  the  time — it  is  so  funny  ; 
and  they  don't  use  soap  like  we  do,  but  a  sort  of  clay 
which  is  what  we  call  "  fuller's-earth,"  and  is  the 
same  as  the  fullers  which  we  read  of  in  the  Old 
Testament  used. 
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WASHING  IX  THE  RIVER 


There  are  so  many  old  customs  here  that  I  some- 
times imagine  myself  back  in  Abraham's  time  (the  old 
men  with  long  white  beards  look  just  like  Abraham 
himself).  You  can  see  the  "pitchers  broken  at 
the  well,"  and  Rebecca  going  to  fill  hers,  and  the 
"  women  grinding  at  the  mill "  with  the  same  kind  of 
stones  they  had,  one  above  the  other,  with  a  handle  in 
the  top  one  and  a  hole  in  which  they  pour  the  corn. 

That  reminds  me  the  bread  we  have  to  eat  is  so 
gritty  it  must  be  half  mill -stone  and  half  corn ;  but  I 
suppose  it  is  good  for  one  ! 


AMUSED 


ON  THE  FRINGE  OF  THE  MARKET— SELLING  GRINDSTONES 


BREAD  WINNERS  AND  BREAD  SELLERS 


A  HUMAN  MANGLE 


HOW  STONES  FOE  BUILDING  PURPOSES  ARE  CARRIED  FROM 
THE  BEACH 

Beyond  the  pier  once  stood  a  stone  mole  2000  teet  into  the 
sea,  built  by  the  English  when  they  occupied  Tangier  for 
twentv-two  years  and  destroyed  by  them  when  they  gave  it 
up,  to  prevent    the    Moors  using  it   for    piratical   purposes. 


MOULAP'ALT— MOROCCO'S  PEACEMAKER— WHO  RESCUED 
MR.   ION  PERDICARIS  FROM  RAISULI 


MOULAI  ALI  TAKING  A  MOENING  RIDE 

To  the  right  is  a  white-washed  stone  sacred  to  some  saint. 
A  water-carrier  in  the  foreground  has  just  filled  his  goat's- 
skin  from  the  well.  Moulai  Ali,  the  Wazzani  Shareef,  is 
riding  in  front.  He  is  generally  accompanied  by  one  or  two 
followers  who  seek  his  blessing  by  touching  his  feet. 


FISHING   BY   DYNAMITE 


We  were  down  on  the  beach  picking  up  beautiful 
pink  and  blue  shells  when  we  saw  a  number  of  Moors 
standing  about  on  the  rocks  and  Manuel  said,  "  Let 
us  go  and  see  if  they  are  going  to  catch  fish  with 
dynamite,"  because  they  had  no  bamboo  rods  with 
them,  which   they  generally  fish  with,  so  we   hurried 
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LIGHTING  THE  CARTRIDGE 


along,  but  were  caught  in  a  very  heavy  rainstorm  and 
had  to  shelter  in  one  of  the  caves,  which  were  once 
graves  of  the  ancient  Phoenicians ;  and  1  was  very 
glad  when  the  rain  stopped,  because  I  was  glad 
to  get  out  again.  We  then  saw  the  men  standing 
like  sentinels  on  the  tops  of  the  rocks  waiting  for 
the  shoal   of    fish   to   come  in  with  the  tide. 

Manuel  was  smoking  a  cigar,  and  when  they 
were  ready  he  gave  it  to  them  to  light  the  cartridge 
with. 

I  got  quite  excited,  expecting  to  see  the  rocks  fly 
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BRINGING  IN  THE  SPOIL 


up  out  of  the  sea  when  they  threw  it  in,  but  it  only 
made  a  little  hissing  noise,  and  the  water  boiled  up 
in  a  heap. 

Poor  little  fish,  I  expect  they  felt  very  frightened, 
but  I  think  it  killed  them  all  at  once  ;  they  must  have 
thought  it  was  Guy  Fawkes  ! 

The  men  were  not  long  in  taking  off  their  clothes 
and  they  dived  in  at  once  and  caught  the  fish  in  each 
hand.  They  had  to  be  quick  before  they  sank 
again. 

Each  man  had  a  string  in  his  mouth  with  a  piece 
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HARD  AT  WORK 


of  bamboo  on  the  end  sharpened  like  a  skewer,  and 
he  strung  the  fish  on  as  he  caught  them. 

The  men  on  the  rocks  got  so  excited  shouting  all 
the  time  and  pointing  out  the  fish  which  they  could 
see  swimming  on  the  top   of  the  water. 

They  were  not  long  in  the  water,  and  I  think 
they  got  all  the  best  ones.  Of  course  the  little  ones 
are  killed  as  well,  which  is  rather  a  pity. 

I  wanted  to  have  some  for  my  tea,  but  Manuel  said 
I  would  not  like  them,  as  they  taste  of  gunpowder ! 

Close  to   the  prison  is  the  Governor   of    Tangier's 
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SOLDIERS  AND  FBI  ENDS  OF  PRISONERS  OUTSIDE  THE  PRISON 


harem,  and  mother  and  1  were  allowed  to  go  in  and 
out  and  see  his  wives.  It  reminded  me  of  a  doll's 
tea  party,  because  I  had  to  drink  six  cups  of  tea. 
They  were  not  really  cups  but  pretty  glasses  with- 
out handles,  and  the  tea  was  green  with  plenty  of 
spices  and  sugar.  Visitors  are  always  supposed  to 
drink  six  of  these  before  leaving,  and  the  women 
sit  in  a  row  like  a  lot  of  dolls  dressed  in  fine 
silks. 

They  showed  me  their  jewels,  which  they  keep  in 
a  Peek-Frean's  biscuit  tin,  all  loose  without  any  paper, 
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A  HOME  TIE— THE  ENGLISH  CHURCH 


and  I  was  allowed  to  try  some  of  the  bracelets  on, 
but  of  course  I  had  to  give  them  up  again.  There 
were  no  chairs  to  sit  on,  but  three  cushions  for  each 
person  on  the  floor.  I  think  the  women  were  glad 
to  see  us,  as  they  have  not  much  to  amuse  them. 


Taxgiek.     Sunday. 

I  thought  of  you  to-day  as  we  went  to  church,  and 
I  wondered  what  you  would  have  thought  of  the 
different   sorts   of    people   we   met   there   and    of   the 
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A  TRUSTY  SERVANT 


SHIPS  OF  THE  DESERT 


lovely  pale  blue  and  yellow  and  pink  dresses  of  the 
soldiers  who  came  with  the  Ambassadors  of  all 
countries. 

There  are  three  "  Sundays  "  here— ours,  of  course, 
then  the  Moors'  on  Fridays,  and  the  Jews'  on 
Saturdays. 

Our  church  is  on  a  hill  just  above  the  market, 
which  is  called  Soko,  and  as  Sunday  is  the  busiest 
day,  you  may  imagine  what  a  noise  was  going  on 
all  the  time  outside. 

The  place  was  alive  with  people  buying  and 
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CAMELS  KEST1NG  IN  THE  SOKO 


selling,  but  they  respect  our  little  church,  and  so 
long  as  we  do  not  interfere  with  them  by  trying  to 
look  in  to  their  Mosques  they  treat  us  kindly.  Our 
friends  who  have  lived  up  on  the  mountains  for 
thirty  years  call  the  Moors  "  Nature's  true  gentle- 
men," and  if  it  were  not  for  the  bad  Spaniards  who 
come  here  one  would  be  perfectly  safe  at  any 
time. 

I  met  a  little  English  boy  after  church,  and  he 
showed  me  a  list  of  things  he  intended  to  bring 
next     time    he    came    to    Tangier.     They     were :    A 
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DISTURBERS  OF  THE  PEACE 


catapult,  large  and  small  shot,  throwdowns,  small 
tin  paint-box,  bull's-eye  lantern,  and  a  plentiful 
supply  of  oil,  spare  elastics  and  forks  for  catapults, 
tools  and  compass  ! 

I  expect  he  wanted  the  throwdowns  to  frighten  the 
dogs  with.  They  are  almost  wild,  and  are  never 
kept  as  pets,  and  it  would  be  quite  dangerous  to 
touch  them. 

I  nearly  bought  four  dear  little  rabbits  which  a 
boy  had  in  his  cap  and  wanted  to  sell  me,  but  I  am 
afraid  they  were  too  tiny  to  live. 
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SNAKE-CHARMER,  MUSICIANS  AND  AUDIENCE 


Of  course  we  could  not  help  looking  at  the  snake- 
charmer  in  the  Soko  ;  but  he  did  take  such  a  long  time 
acting  the  clown  with  his  audience  before  bringing  out 
the  snakes,  and   I  was  quite  tired  of  waiting. 

He  seemed  afraid  that  we  should  frighten  the 
people  away,  especially  as  we  had  a  camera,  so  he  came 
to  us  first  for  money  and  then  said  a  sort  of  prayer 
over  us  which  acted  as  a  charm,  and  the  audience 
joined  in  with  a  kind  of  Amen  ! 

He  then  collected  ^d.  at  a  time,  or  really  the 
twentieth   of   a  penny,  about  the  size  of  Jd.     Fancy 
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having  £l  worth  of  them  in  your  pocket !  This  took 
some  time.  And  at  last  he  took  a  snake  out  of  a 
leather  bag,  and  the  "  band "  played,  and  he  made 
the  snake  bite  his  tongue,  which  he  pretended  it 
had  poisoned. 

He  had  some  straw  on  the  ground  which  he  put 
into  his  mouth  and  made  it  come  into  a  blaze  of  fire 
from  the  poison. 

I  don't  know  what  he  did  after  that — 1  had  had 
enough  of  it — so  we  went  to  see  the  camels  which  had 
come  in  from  the  desert  with  dates.  There  were  not 
very  many,  as  the  rains  had  stopped  then,  but  I  am 
told  there  are  often  as  many  as  a  hundred  at  a  time. 

They  are  so  tall  that  they  have  to  lie  down  to  get 
the  loads  off,  and  if  they  have  to  get  up  again  with  the 
loads  on,  it  takes  several  men  to  get  them  up  again 
by  pulling  on  to  their  tails  like  a  tug  of  war,  as  they  are 
not  properly  balanced. 

We  saw  one  take  offence  at  his  driver  and  tear 
through  the  market  at  a  fearful  pace,  knocking 
everything  down.  I  am  glad  I  Mas  not  in  the 
way ! 

This  place  swarms  with  beggars  of  all  sorts.  I 
believe  they  are  all  mad !     Manuel  said,  "  Do  you  see 
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A  STUDY  IX  RAGS 


that  one  with  the  stone  in  his  hand,  dressed  in  rags  ?  " 
"Yes,"  I  said,  "1  think  the  prodigal  son  must  have 
looked  like  him." 

"  Well,"  he  said,  "  he  is  a  saint,  and  he  beats 
himself  with  the  stone,  and  would  be  sure  to  throw 
it  at  us  if  he  thought  we  were  photographing  him, 
because  the  camera  is  believed  to  be  the  *  evil  eye.' ' 

I  am  not  surprised  now  why  the  people  were  all 
so  frightened  last  night  when  a  man-of-war  in  the 
bay  threw  the  searchlight  over  the  town.  It  looked 
a  very  big  "  evil  eye,"  as  it  lighted  up  all  the  hills 
and  white-washed  houses.  I  was  rather  frightened 
myself  at  first  until  I  heard  what  it  was. 

I  am  told  there  is  only  one  lunatic  asylum  in  the 
whole  of  Morocco,  and  those  who  are  only  a  little 
mad  are  allowed  to  wander  about  and  are  called 
saints  ! 

We  have  only  seen  two  nice  beggars :  the  one 
who  is  always  well  dressed  and  plays  a  gimbri,  which 
is  a  wooden  or  real  tortoiseshell  instrument  with  two 
strings,  and  the  other,  who  has  a  false  beard  and 
wears  cowry  shells  over  his  patchwork  clothes  and 
carries  a  pair  of  brass  clappers.  I  think  they  are  quite 
harmless  and  would  not  hurt  a  fly . 
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BEGGING  BY  THE  BOADSIDE -ROUGH  HAND  OX  WALL  TO  KEEP 
OFF  "EVIL  EYE" 


I  asked  why  we  call  black  people  "  Blackamoors," 
because  the  Moors  are  not  really  black,  and  Manuel 
said  it  is  not  right  to  call  them  by  that  name,  because 
the  "  blacks  "  are  not  Moors  at  all,  but  were  slaves 
who  had  escaped  from  the  South. 

We  were  wandering  about  the  other  day  and,  I 
was  asked  what  I  would  like  and  I  said  1  would  like 
some  sweets,  so  we  went  up  to  a  stall  where  a  man 
was  sitting  in  the  open  and  bought  some  ;  but  oh, 
the  flies  !     The   sweets  were  covered   with  them,  and 
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THE  INNER  MARKET-PLACE— SWEET-SELLER  AND  SHOPS 


they  had  to  be  kept  oft  with  a  bamboo  brush,  which 
the  man  swished  about  all  the  time.  I  think  I 
gave  them  all  away  to  some  children  who  were 
near. 

The  shops  are  the  funniest  things  you  ever  saw ; 
they  are  just  a  hole  in  the  wall  with  an  awning 
over,  and  the  counter  is  raised  up  from  the  ground 
and  the  shopkeeper  sits  on  it  cross-legged,  and  the 
buyers   stand  in  the  street. 

In  some  they  sell  the  yellow  leather  shoes  without 
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INTERESTED  BUYERS 


heels  which  the  men  wear,  or  the  red  ones  for  the 
women,  and  all  kinds  of  things  which  we  should  not 
think  of  buying.  We  have  to  do  our  shopping  at 
the    Spanish   stores. 

Wherever  I  go  I  am  sure  to  see  a  hand  drawn 
on  the  wall — that  is  to  keep  off  the  "evil  eye,"  and 
charms  are  made  in  the  shape  of  hands  to  wear. 
I  am  bringing  a  small  one  home  with  me. 

I  forget  if  I  told  you  that  the  houses  here  have 
flat  roofs.  Well,  we  went  up  on  ours  one  morning 
and   had   a   walk  across  some  of  them,  and  of  course 
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CHIEF  XOSQUE  OF  TANGIER 


lost   our  way.    We  soon  found  ourselves  going  down 
the  stairs  in  the  wrong  house  ! 

Presently  some  Jewish  women  appeared  and  were 
very  amused  at  our  mistake,  and  helped  us  to  find  the 
right  roof,  which  is  really  just  opposite  the  Mosque 
with  its  beautiful  green  and  red  tiles. 

There  is  a  date-palm  growing  out  of  one  of  the 
walls  and  is  about  the  only  tree  in  the  town. 
Outside  there  are  a  number  of  course,  and  aloes  with 
spikes  at  the  ends  of  the  leaves  three  times  as  tall  as 
a  man. 

The  Jewish  women  are  not  nearly  so  shy  as  the 
Moors,  and  are  very  kind  to  strangers.  One  family 
showed  us  over  their  house  during  the  Feast  of  the 
Passover ;  they  were  very  grandly  dressed,  and  only 
eat  unleavened  bread,  which  is  very  thick  and  hard, 
and  has  holes  in  it,  for  hanging  it  up  on  the  wall, 
and  is  much  bigger  than  the  English  Passover  bread 
which  I  have  seen  at  home. 

"  A  snake  !  a  snake  !  "  That  is  all  I  heard  as  I  rushed 
through  the  bushes  and  just  escaped  falling  on  top  of 
it  as  it  lay  curled  up  in  a  hole. 

When  I  recovered  my  breath  1  ran  back  and  found 
that  it  had  been  shot  through  the  neck,  and  its  head 
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ON  THE  HOUSE-TOPS 


JEWISH  FRIENDS 


was  lying  on  the  ground,  and  its  mouth  was  opening 
and  shutting  as  if  it  were  alive.  It  had  been 
swallowing  a  rabbit  alive  when  Manuel  first  saw  it, 
and  it  is  a  wonder  I  had  not  trodden  on  it. 

I  don't  mind  small  snakes  ;  a  snake-charmer  who 
came  up  to  the  house  let  me  hold  one,  and  it  curled 
round  my  arm.  Of  course  the  poison  had  been 
taken  out. 

I  wish  there  were  big  wild  animals  here,  but  I 
think  there  are  only  jackals  ;  I  can  hear  them  howling 
at  night. 

I  really  did  think  I  saw  a  lion  just  now  near  the 
old  palace  when  I  heard  a  rattling  sound  behind 
some  tall  bamboos,  but  it  was  only  an  inquisi- 
tive little  boy  who  came  out  to  see  what  I  was 
about. 

A  lady  coining  over  by  steamer  from  Gibraltar 
asked  the  captain  if  she  should  take  a  cab  to  her 
hotel ! 

"My  dear  Madame,"  he  said,  "there  is  not  a 
wheel  in  the  place." 

That  was  only  a  few  years  ago,  now  there  are 
one  or  two  wheels  about,  but  nearly  everything  is 
carried  on  donkeys,   horses,  or  mules. 
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A  TIGHT  CORNER  IN  THE    MAIN    STREET, 
AND  HORSE  WITH  FOWLS 


DONKEYS    CARRYING    STONES 


I  am  always  being  nearly  knocked  down  by  great 
basket  things  which  they  carry  on  each  side  full  of 
stones  or  boxes.  I  meet  them  at  almost  every 
corner. 

The  only  way  it  seems  to  carry  very  heavy  loads  is 
for  a  lot  of  men  to  carry  the  load  together  with  long 
poles,  as  I  saw  a  tombstone  being  carried  up  to  the 
Jewish  cemetery.  We  took  a  photograph  of  it  just  as 
it  had  passed,  and  some  one  behind  told  the  men  of 
it.  All  at  once  they  let  the  stone  down  and  made 
for  us,  but  Manuel  pointed  to  the  camera  and  said, 
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A  HEAVY  LOAD 


"Do  you  think  it  possible  to  have  photographed  you 
all  with  this  little  hole  in  the  box  ?  why,  we  were 
only  taking  the  stone."  That  quite  satisfied  them, 
and  they  went  on  with  their  work  ! 

This  is  nearly  the  last  letter  I  shall  write  before 
we  leave,  but  I  expect  you  will  wonder  why  1  have 
not  told  you  about  seeing  oranges  growing.  We 
have  had  one  or  two  picnics  in  an  orange  grove,  and 
I  got  a  little  way  up  in  one  of  ths  trees  and  picked 
some  beauties  for  myself.     That  wai  ths  day  we  rode 
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up   to  see  the  lighthouse.     It  was  a  long  ride  over  a 
very  rough  road. 

I  cant  understand  how  our  donkeys  and  mules 
pieked  their  way  over  the  big  stones  without  falling. 

It  was  very  hot,  and  I  saw  a  big  olive  tree  and 
wanted  to  rest  under  it,  but  was  told  it  was  over  a 
saint's  tomb — "  You  must  not  go  there  !  "  The  only 
trees  we  saw  seemed  to  be  by  one  of  these  "  whitened 
sepulchres " ;  it  is  really  too  bad  !  We  saw  small 
holes  in  the  ground  everywhere  where  the  bushes 
had  been  dug  up  to  make  charcoal  from. 
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Murders  seem  to  be  very  common  here,  because 
we  saw  lots  of  heaps  of  stones  by  the  road,  each  one 
meaning  that  some  one  had  been  killed  there,  and 
the  Moors  never  pass  one  without  adding  another 
stone  "  for  luck,"  or,  if  they  are  riding,  they  put  their 
hands  to  their  mouth  instead.  A  lot  of  storks  flew 
over  our  head  and  made  such  a  funny  clapping  sound 
with  their  beaks.  You  must  not  shoot  them,  they 
are  sacred. 

Pilgrims  do  not  walk  to  Mecca  now,  as  I  have 
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A  HEAVY  LOAD  AND  A  ROUGH  ROAD 


read  they  used  to.  but  go  by  steamer  as  far  as 
they  can. 

It  reminds  me  of  a  riddle  :  When  is  it  dangerous 
to  go  into  the  country  ?  Answer :  When  the  bull- 
rushes  out.  So  I  might  ask  :  When  is  it  dangerous 
to  be  in  Tangier  ?  Answer :  When  the  Pilgrims  are 
about.     Religion  seems  to  make  them  lose  their  heads. 

I  do  wish  I  could  talk  to  the  children.  I  am  sure 
they  are  nice.  Quite  young  girls  carry  babies ;  I 
wish  they  would  let  me  take  care  of  one,  but  I  am 
sure  it  would  be  no  use  asking. 
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3IECCA  PILGRIMS  READY  TO  EMBARK 


SURPRISED 


I  was  told  a  dreadful  thing  to-day  which  makes 
me  wish  they  knew  better.  The  people  here  are  not 
allowed  by  their  religion  to  quite  kill  animals  ;  they 
only  half  kill  them  and  then  let  them  die.  Half- 
dead  fowls  can  be  seen  dancing  about  in  barrels 
outside  shops  and  allowed  to  bleed  to  death. 

I  am  sure  that  the  faces  of  the  little  boys  which  I 
saw  at  the  Orphanage,  which  is  kept  by  an  English 
gentlemen  r.nd  his  wife,  show  that  they  have  been 
taught  to  be  kind  to  animals,  and  I  think  that  the 
little  girls  would  be  kind  too ;  but  there  is  only 
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THE  ORPHANAGE  ON  THE  MOUNTAIN— BOYS  ON  TERRACE 
BY  CORK  TREE 


one  small  school  for  them,  where  an  English  lady 
tries  to  teach  them  useful  things.  The  Sultan  is 
always  having  the  school  shut  up,  because  he  says 
it  is  bad  for  girls  to   know  too  much  ! 

I  told  them  a  story  at  the  school,  and  it 
was  translated  to  them  in  Arabic.  They  were  so 
pleased,  and  said  they  hoped  to  meet  me  in 
heaven. 

I  badly  wanted  a  photograph  of  the  little  girls, 
they  looked  so  pretty  all  sitting  in  rows  on  the  floor, 
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PLAYMATES 


and  the  lady  of  the  school  would  have  liked  it  too, 
but  she  said :  "If  it  got  to  the  ears  of  the  Sultan, 
my  school  would  be  closed  again." 

Blind  children  are  called  Blemins,  and  I  have 
seen  a  number  going  about  begging  with  men  and 
women. 

I  have  not  seen  the  girls  play  any  games,  but  the 
boys  play  a  game  of  singlestick  which  I  expect  teaches 
them  how  to  defend  themselves  in  quarrels.  Wooden 
sticks  shaped  like  swords  come  down  such  a  bump  on 
the  cows  if  they  don't  walk  straight ;  and  the  boys  are 
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very  clever  at  throwing  stones.  I  have  seen  a  boy, 
who  was  walking  behind  a  long  row  of  cows,  throw  a 
stone  right  along  the  row  and  hit  the  one  in  front 
to  turn  it  down  a  side  road. 

You  can  always  tell  a  Riff  from  a  Moor  by  a  tuft 
of  hair  at  the  side  of  his  head  which  is  meant  to 
be   used  when   he    dies    to   take  him    up    to   heaven 

by- 

The  Moor's  religion  forbids  the  use  of  pictures  of 
any    living    creature,   and    one    nice  moonlight  night, 


WHERE  THE  COUNTRY  CHILDREN  LIVE 


outside  one  of  the  villages,  we  got  into  trouble  when 
making  shadow  pictures  on  the  ground  of  butterflies 
and  rabbits  with  our  hands.  Of  course  the  children 
were  very  amused,  but  the  men  soon  made  us  stop. 
I  suppose  one  day  they  will  get  used  to  seeing 
pictures,  because  strangers  are  often  leaving  illus- 
trated papers  about  which  get  picked  up  without 
thinking. 

It  is  getting  so  hot  now  that  I  shall  not  be 
sorry  to  be  going  home.  We  have  to  wear  lots  of 
white  clothes   to   keep  the  heat   of  the  sun  off,    and 
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the  poor  donkeys'  necks  are  almost  too  hot  to  touch 
in  the  middle  of  the  day.  In  the  evenings  there  is 
so  much  dew  falling,  to  make  up  for  it,  that  we 
have  to  put  on  mackintoshes  sometimes. 

Our  steamer  leaves  for  Gibraltar  in  a  few  days' 
time,  so  this  will  be  the  last  letter  I  shall  write  from 
this  funny  place.  I  can't  help  laughing  when  I 
think  of   all  the  things  I  have  seen. 


Your  loving  little 

Tangerine. 
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NOTE 

This  is  a  series  of  Little  Travel 
Books  for  Little  Readers,  and  is 
meant  to  give  children  a  glimpse 
at  the  scenes  and  customs  of  their 
own  and  other  lands.     Each  book 
is  written  in  a  simple  and  inter- 
esting style,  and  nowhere  smacks 
of    the    geographical    text-book. 
The  little  volumes   are  not   de- 
signed  as   lesson   books,    though 
much  may  be  learned  from  them  ; 
but  the  aim  is  that  the  child  shall 
gain  this  instruction  through  the 
sheer    pleasure    of    reading.      A 
strong  feature    is    made   of    the 
work    and   play    of   children    in 
the  land  under  description,  and 
the  general  ways  of    life  among 
the  people  form  another  special 
point. 

The  volumes  are    handsomely 
bound  and  beautifully  illustrated 
in  colour,  and  young  people  may 
now  possess  a  series  as  attractive 
to     them     as    Black's     "  Colour 
Books"  are  to  their  fathers  and 
mothers. 

VOLUMES  READY 

JAPAN 

By  JOHN  FINNEMORE 
Illustrations  by  ELLA  du  Cane 

SCOTLAND 

By  ELIZABETH  GRIERSON 
Illustrations  by  "William 
Smith  and  Others 

INDIA 

By  JOHN  FINNEMORE 

Illustrations  by  Mortimer 
Menpes 

HOLLAND 

By  BEATRIX  JUNGMAN 
Illustrations  by  Nico  Jungman 

FRANCE 

By  JOHN  FINNEMORE 

Illustrations  by  E.  Crescioli 
and  Others 

ITALY 

By  JOHN  FINNEMORE 
Illustrations  by  Alberto  Pisa 
and  Others 
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THE   CHILDREN'S  BOOK   OF 
STARS 

By   G.   E.    MITT  ON 

Author  of  "  The  Children's  Book  of  London  " 

With  a  Preface  by  Sir  David  Gill,  K.C.B. 

Containing  16  Full-page  Illustrations  (12  in  Colour)  and  numerous 
Diagrams  in  the  Text 

Large  Square  Crown  8vo,  Cloth,  Gilt  Top.     Price  6s. 

Of  astronomy  books  there  are  enough  and  to  spare,  but  it  is  impossible  to 
get  one  which  can  be  read  straight  away  to  a  child  without  paraphrase  and 
explanation.  "  Trie  Children's  Book  of  Mars  "  is  designed  to  meet  this  want ; 
it  is  written  in  the  simple,  direct  language  that  children  like  best,  and  the  fact 
that  it  is  by  the  writer  of  "  The  Children's  Book  of  London  "  is  ample  guarantee 
that  it  is  not  dull.  The  accuracy  of  its  information  is  vouched  for  by  the  fact 
that  the  whole  of  it  was  read  in  MS.  by  Miss  Agnes  Clerke,  the  well-known  writer 
on  astronomy,  who  predicted  for  it  "  a  very  great  success,"  and  had  promised 
to  godmother  the  book  by  writing  a  preface  for  it.  After  her  death  in  the 
winter  of  1906  this  promise  was  taken  up  for  her  sake  by  Sir  David  Gill,  K.C.B. 

The  book  is  one  that,  by  the  beauty  of  its  illustrations  and  the  revelations  it 
makes  of  unsuspected  wonders,  will  enthral  a  child  like  an  absorbing  story,  and 
yet  leave  seeds  of  sound  knowledge  in  his  mind  to  be  cultivated  hereafter  into 
a  larger  growth. 

CHILDREN'S  TALES  FROM  SCOTTISH 
BALLADS 

By  ELIZABETH  W.  GRIERSON 

Containing  12  Full-page  Illustrations  in  Colour  from  Paintings 
by  Allan  Stewart 

Large  Square  Crown  8vo,  Cloth,  Gilt  Top.     Price  6s. 

"The  author  has  singled  out  her  stories  well.  Black  Agnes  of  Dunbar  is  a 
stirring  piece  of  writing,  and  if  it  and  the  other  stories  do  not  fire  the  imagina- 
tion of  the  rising  generation  then  we  have  surely  become  a  decadent  race.  .  .  . 
The  illustrations  are  again  by  Mr.  Stewart,  whose  colouring  is  beautiful." 

Speaker. 
"Alive  with  the  best  and  finest  spirit  of  romance,  and  told  in  the  simplest 
language,  we  can  imagine  no  better  gift  for  the  right  sort  of  child  than  this 
excellent  volume." — Evening  Standard  and  St.  James's  Gazette. 
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THE  CHILDREN'S  BOOK  OF 
EDINBURGH 

By  ELIZABETH  W.  GRIERSON 

Containing  12  Full-page  Illustrations  in  Colour  from  Paintings 
by  Allan  Stewart 

Large  Square  Crown  8vo,  Cloth,  Gilt  Top.     Price  6s. 

"  There  have  heen  many"  books  written  about  Edinburgh,  but  none  which 
attempts  to  point  out  its  attractions  or  explain  its  historical  associations  in  the 
way  this  one  does  for  the  benefit  of  young  people.  The  author  comes  down  to 
the  level  of  little  folks  ;  yet  the  style  in  which  she  writes  will  not  repel  older 
people.  .  .  .  The  volume  is  one  which  is  certain  to  prove  popular  with  little 
folk. " — Scotsman. 

"  Is  a  really  charming  piece  of  writing.  The  growth  of  the  city  is  accurately 
but  simply  explained  ;  the  historic  touches  are  light  and  often  picturesque.  .  .  . 
There  is  a  whole  library  about  Edinburgh  ;  volumes  are  added  every  year  ;  but 
it  is  curious  that,  until  now,  a  '  Children's  Book  of  Edinburgh  '  has  not  been 
composed.     The  volume  under  notice  more  than  fills  the  gap." 

Edinburgh  Evening  News. 

THE  CHILDREN  S  BOOK  OF 
LONDON 

By   G.    E.    MITT  ON 

(Author  of  several  volumes  in  "  The  Fascination  of  Londou  "  Series,  Edited 
by  Sir  Walter  Besant) 

Containing  12  Full-page  Illustrations  in  Colour  by 
John  Williamson 

Large  Square  Crown  8vo,  Cloth,  Gilt  Top.     Price  6s. 

"No  better  guide  could  our  younger  generation  have.  The  book  has  been 
written  so  dexterously  that  a  child  of  ten  years  of  age  will  at  once  be  attracted 
and  be  impatient  to  go  on  a  voyage  of  discovery  in  that  London  of  which  it 
knows  little  or  nothing  beyond  the  fact  that  it  is  a  very,  very  big  city.  '  Pen 
Pictures  of  London '  the  book  might  be  called,  and  it  will  assuredly  be  in  great 
demand  at  Christmas-time." — Morning  Post. 

"  It  is  delightful — and  it  is  rare — to  come  across  a  book  for  children  which 
is  really  a  children's  book.  'The  Children's  Book  of  London,'  by  G.  E.  Mitton, 
answers  to  this  description." — Country  Life. 
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ANIMAL  AUTOBIOGRAPHIES 

Edited  by  G.    E.   MITTON 

EACH  CONTAINING  TWELVE  FULL-PAGE  ILLUSTRATIONS 
IN  COLOUR 

Large  Square  Crown  8vo,  Cloth,   Gilt  Top                 v 
Price     0/=     Each 

PUBLISHERS'  NOTE 

One  of  the  most  noticeable  signs 
of  the  times  is  the  newly-awak- 
ened interest  in  Nature,  especially 
as  exemplified    in    animals    and 
their    ways.      Animal    books,    if 
they  are   fresh   and   written    by 
those  who  possess  intimate  know- 
ledge of  their  subject,  are  eagerly 
asked   for  at    the   libraries    and 
from  the  booksellers.     In  view  of 
this,  Messrs.   Adam  and   Charles 
Black  are  publishing  a  series  of 
Animal    Autobiographies.      Each 
volume   deals  entirely   with    the 
life-story  of  some  one  animal,  and 
is    not    merely    a    collection    of 
animal  stories.     It  is  necessary  to 
emphasise  this,  as  the  idea  of  the 
series  has   sometimes  been  mis- 
understood. 

Children   who   have   outgrown 
fairy-tales      undoubtedly     prefer 
this  form  of  story  to  any  other, 
and  a  more   wholesome    way    of 
stimulating  their  interest  in  the 
living  things  around  them  could 
hardly    be    found.     Though    the 
books  are  designed  for  boys  of  all 
ages,  many  adults  have  been  at- 
tracted  by  their   freshness,   and 
have  found  in   them  much  that 
they  did  not  know  before. 

The  autobiographical  form  was 
chosen  after  careful  consideration 
in  preference  to  the  newer  method 

of  regarding  an   animal  through 
the  eyes  of  a  human  being,  be- 
cause it  is  the  first   aim  of  the 
series    to    depict    the    world    as 
animals  see  it,  and  it  is  not  pos- 
sible to  do  this  realistically  unless 
the  animal  himself  tells  the  story. 
Who  but  friend   Samuel,  for   in- 
stance, the  rat  of  Mr.  Hewett's 
story,  could   describe   his   sensa- 
tions  in   his    home    beneath    the 
waving  corn  ?    Who  but  Wahka 
the  bear  could  note  that   insati- 
able curiosity  which  so  often  led 
him  into  danger  ? 

The  books  are  splendidly  illus- 
trated  in    colour    by    artists    of 
repute,  and  the  following  volumes 
are  ready. 

A  BLACK  BEAR 

By  H.  PERRY  ROBINSON 

A  CAT 

By  VIOLET  HUNT 

A  DOG 

By  G.   E.  MITTON 

A  FOX 

By  J.  C.  TREGARTHEN 

A  RAT 

By  G.  M.  A.  HEWETT 

A  SQUIRREL 

By  T.   C.  BRIDGES 

Others    in   preparation 
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